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Perfect Replica 


Author's Notes: 
This was sparked off by re-reading TaoS' "Inquiring Minds" role-playing series. In particular, question two. Yes, 
these kits really do exist! 


For Butterscotch, as she laughed her socks off when she heard the original idea. 


"What the fuck is this?" 


| sat on the bed, surrounded by scraps of quickly ripped wrapping paper-I love opening presents-and stared at 
the garish box on my lap. 


Kirk bent down and picked up the ribbon bow from the floor. He twirled it between his fingers before 


answeri ng. 


"Exactly what it says on the box, Het." 


| stared at the box again. Despite my mental urgings, neither the picture or the text had changed since I'd last 
dared to look. In bright, cheerful letters it proclaimed: "Make Your Own Dildo!" Below the lettering, was a picture 
of a huge pornstar peris with it's silicone replica proudly displayed alongside it. 


| really, really hoped that this was a gag gift. This just screamed bad idea to me. | half expected to look up and 
find a robot in the corner of the bedroom; waving its arms wildly and screaming, "Danger, James Hetfield! 


Danger!!" | had to ask... 


"Is this for me to use on you?" | looked up at him hopefully. | wish | could manage that doe-eyed look that he 
and Lars use to get their own way; I'd get out of so much shit. 


"No.. well, yes and no. | bought two kits. One for each of us. It'll be fun!" He bounced lightly on his toes, grinning 
broadly. 


| shook my head. | was doomed. Utterly doomed. 


When Kirk gets an idea stuck in his head, it's fucking tenacious. I've tried everything in the past to try and 
distract him; hell, I've even tipped him upside down and tried to fucking shake it out of him. Nothing works. You 
just have to go with it and hope everything turns out okay in the end. | haven't lost a limb yet, but its been 
fucking close at times. 


"So, how does this shit work?" 


Kirk sat down beside me and opened the box. He pulled out several bags of powder, a stick, and a large plastic 
cup which pretty much looked like a Pepsi cup. "Basically, you mix the powder with warm water, pour the gel it 
makes into the cup and then stick your dick in till it sets-" 


"Sets? How hard does it set? How'd you stop your pubes from getting ripped out?" 


"it doesn't set that hard. It's supposed to be firm but not hard As opposed to your cock of course; that has 
to be hard" He grinned wickedly before continuing, "The instructions say that you just need to slick hairs down 
with Vaseline, but | think I'll need to shave you if we're doing this properly. You're a bit too hairy." 
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An hour later, | found myself perched on the bathroom counter as Kirk wielded a razor around my precious 
cock and balls. | held my breath, trying not to flinch, twitch or in any way distract him. If his hand slipped, 
then that'd end his plans for the afternoon. | wasn't quite prepared to maim myself to get out of this, though. 
Kirk bit his lip as he concentrated on the underside of my balls. God, he looks so good on his knees in front of 
me... My cock twitched happily; at least the little guy was having a good time. 


This was definitely one of Kirk's scarier ideas. Still, according to the instruction sheet I'd at least get a blow job 


out of it. He wiped me off with a warm washcloth and then stood up to check that we had everything that we 
needed close to hand. 


| slid off the counter and stood on a towel, my half-hard cock bobbing eagerly as | moved. After a few 
minutes of loving attention from Kirk's hands and mouth | was fully erect and ready for step one. Sighing 


deeply | grabbed the cup and checked the depth; | really didn’t think that I'd be too long for the cup, but since 


we were doing things properly... 
"Okay, I'm going to start mixing." 


Kirk nodded and grabbed a pot of Vaseline. As | started to mix the gel, he slicked me down and started to jack 
me off with long twisting strokes. God, that was good.. the twist and flick never fails to make my knees go 
weak | really didn't want to stop him, but he'd kill me if | let this shit go to waste. Nudging him with my knee, | 
said, "It's ready." 


He quickly let my cock go and sat back on his heels. Taking a deep breath | slid my cock and balls into the cup. | 
still can't believe I'm fucking doing this. The gel seemed to suck me in greedily, like perverted quicksand. Kirk 
helpfully said, "Think horny thoughts, Het." 


"Shit! This isn't going to work" | could feel my cock beginning to wilt and my mind was suffering with 
performance anxiety too. | didn't have a single horny thought in my head. Kirk came to the rescue with a 
couple of lubed fingers, which slid smoothly up my ass. "Try to keep still," he said as he crooked his fingers 
and rubbed them over my prostate. White-hot sparks seemed to fly out of my ass and rush around my body 
as he circled his fingertips and scratched lightly. My dick recovered and together we watched as the gel 
turned completely white and hardened around me. It was an.. odd sensation. Like lips tightening around my entire 


length. Odd, but definitely not unpleasant. Of course, Kirk's magic fingers could make anything a fucking joy. 


A couple of minutes passed before we dared to try and remove the cup. Kirk reluctantly slid his fingers out 
from my asshole and gently pressed against the gel at the top of the cup whilst | pulled slowly. After what 
seemed like an eternity, but was probably less than a minute, the cup popped off. We both peered into the cup 
and stared at the surprisingly small hole I'd left in the gel | couldn't see a damn thing. 


Abruptly, Kirk set the cup on the counter and pulled me into the shower. Quickly soaping and rinsing me down, 
he dropped to his knees and sucked my cock harshly. | moaned and bucked hard into his mouth as my cock hit 
the back of his throat. His hands came up and gripped my hips tightly, nails digging in and igniting more sparks 
of pleasure whilst holding me still. Moments later, it was all over; | slowly slid down the tiled wall to the floor. 


Kirk grinned at me. "See, | told you itd be fun" 
He gave me a swift kiss and hopped out of the shower. By the time | was able to feel my feet again he was 


mixing the silicone for the actual dildo. Peering over his shoulder, all | could see was a bowl of peach gloop. He 


tipped a little into the mold and swirled it every which way before filling it up to the top. 


"We've got two hours; plenty of time for you to take care of this," he grabbed my hand and pushed it against 
his throbbing dick. 
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Several hours later we tumbled out of bed and went to check on our experiment. After some cautious 
prodding and comparisons with our other toys, we decided that it was ready. | squeezed the whole mass out of 
the cup and together we set to tearing away the mold. Lurid peach silicone started to appear; it looked dick- 
shaped, this was a good start... Once we'd peeled and brushed all the little flecks of mold away it actually looked 
pretty damn good. I'd actually managed to get my cock far enough in to capture my balls too. 

Kirk picked it up and slowly turned it in his hands, carefully scrutinizing every inch. 

"It looks just like you, James. It's got everything, even that really crooked bulgy vein-" 


"What crooked vein?" | asked. 


He handed me the dildo and pointed to a particularly large vein on the underside. Fuck! It was really weird 


looking at a copy of my own cock. It was even weirder to be holding it. There was even a piss hole. 

"We should do a plaster one next, and send it to Cynthia Plaster-Caster!" Kirk's eyes gleamed with the zealous 
fire of a brilliant new idea. A dangerous idea. | could just imagine him showing it to Lars; next thing, there'd be 
a line of Metallica Dildos-"Keep Your Favorite Talli-Boy Ever-Ready" or some such shit-being sold by the Met 
Club. Terror Twins, indeed. 

"The fuck we willl" | roared. 


| needed a fast distraction. Something to really fucking grab his attention and hold it for days... 


"| think we should try it out," | said slowly. "I've always wondered what it would be like to be flexible enough to 
suck my own dick, and getting fucked with my own dick has to be even better, right?" 


Kirk's eyes went wide. 
"Of course, | could do that too, now..." 


His breathing sped up, and he pulled hard at his stiffening dick before dragging me back into the bedroom. Heh 
heh heh. 
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We still haven't gotten around to casting his dick He's having way too much fun with mine... Thank fuck for 
that! 


FIN 


